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"In Remembrance of Me, Do This"

I Cor. 11:23-24

"The Lord Jesus on the night when he was betrayed took bread, and when he had

given thanks he broke it, and said, "This is my body which was broken for you.

Do this in remembrance of me."

As we come together to the Lord’s Table today on this World Communion

Sunday, my mind goes back to two communion services I have attended in two very

different parts of the world. And then my mind snaps back to the present, and asks, what

difference does it make? I went to communion in China, and then in Korea, but that was

long ago, and what difference does that make today? Why do we keep on celebrating

this rather medieval religious ceremony, with its strange ritualistic liturgy in our very

secular and rebelliously non-ceremonial age at stated times every year.

The answer of course, for Christians, is very simple. Jesus told us to. "This

do in remembrance of me". And when my wandering and sometimes complacent mind

wanders to trivialities-when do I eat the bread; what if I spill the cup?-l find help in

turning to those words of Jesus, "This do in remembrance of me". To make the Lord’s

Supper meaningful, that text suggests, two acts of the will are required. We are to

Remember : and to Act - that is, to come and partake of his Supper. The real meaning

of the sacrament is not in our remembering, but in the one we are to remember, Jesus

Christ . And not in our partaking of the Supper, the eating, the drinking, but in what that

partaking does for us as we leave. We have obeyed Jesus as we come to his table. Will

we still obey Him as we leave?

This is where my mind goes back to the first communion I celebrated after

my return to Korea back in 1955. A colleague invited me to go with him to service in a

little village just down the Han River from Seoul, the town of Haengju. It stands at the

point where the American forces that stormed ashore in the Inchon landings had to cross

the river on their costly battle to liberate Seoul in September, 1950. Haengju was held by

the communists; it had to be taken. So we Americans brought our guns up from the

Inchon landings. I am told that if a whole battery of guns is trained on a target and fired

simultaneously by a timing mechanism, the percussive effect is much greater than when



single shells are dropped one by one on the target. And this is how MacArthur’s forces

had to take Haengju. The big guns were swung around in grim unison, and the electrical

timers pushed off the shells in one great blinding blast that virtually wiped the little village

off the hills. Of the 70 Christian homes in the village, 67 were completely destroyed, along

with their church.

Now that was the church where I had come to celebrate communion, just

two years after the end of the war. I thought of the war and all the suffering it had

brought to these people as I watched the Christians of the village prepare for the

communion service. There was an intensity about it which I had not felt at communion

services at home. Some were openly weeping. What were they remembering? The big

guns? The loss of their homes? As they looked at us two American missionaries were

they remembering that the guns, too, were American? But suddenly it struck

me that it was not the memory of their own suffering and destruction and the deaths of

friends or family that moved them so. They were doing precisely what this text of ours

commands-what Jesus asked of his disciples. They were remembering, yes, -- but

remembering Him. The meaning of the sacrament is not in the remembering, but in

Jesus Christ. And they were remembering not what they had suffered, but what Jesus

had suffered for them. And in that remembrance they found peace, and determination,

and purpose, for they went out of that church after the communion service, not feeling

sorry for themselves, but to tell others what Jesus had done for them on His cross. It

was their custom after a communion service, to visit homes in the area, sometimes to

comfort suffering or sick fellow believers, sometimes going to the homes of non-believers

to bring a word of witness about the One who died for all. To them, communion leads

out into Christian mission.

II. And that brings me to the second communion service I will never forget.

This was behind the bamboo curtain in China, during the communist revolution. It

reminds me that communion is more than an act of memory, it is an act of the will. "This

do," said Jesus. In December, 1950, it took an act of the will to attend a communion

service in Red China.

This was to be the last communion service I would attend before detainment

and expulsion from the country. It was a small congregation. A good part of the
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membership had fled in terror when the communists took the city. There was a

communist soldier sitting in one of the pews, watching - his mustard-colored uniform

conspicuous against the faded blue clothes of the congregation. The pastor’s brother-in-

law was in jail. The people knew they were worshipping in church at some risk. But here

they were, gathered for communion, still faithful, but a little fearful, not knowing what

darkness the future held for them.

I didn’t expect to see any students from the Christian girls’ school next door

that Sunday. They usually attended. But after the outbreak of the Korea War they had

been forcefully warned not to. But suddenly the door at the back opened, and a whole

file of them came in. They came to take communion, and one of them came to be

baptized. Through the witness of her fellow student she had only recently come to know

Jesus Christ as her Lord and Saviour. Now she came in, not afraid to be baptized

publicly; and her friends came with her.

Not long after that service I was taken and held under detention, and tried,

and found guilty, and deported - told to leave the next day. I don’t know what happened

to those students during the following years, particularly the ten or twelve terrible years

of the cultural revolution when the Red Guards tore pastors from their families, and

burned churches, and closed every single church in China for a time. Those were the

years of persecution and suffering.

No, I don’t know what happened to them. All I know is that thirty or more

years later when that Maoist revolution sputtered to an ignoble end, and Mao died, and

the gates were opened, and some liberties were restored-the Lord victoriously honored

those who had taken up the crosses, and followed him through the dark years. For

decades there was no way to have open communion in their house churches, but they

celebrated it as they could. The communists had told them, when we get rid of the

missionaries, the church will wither away. They were silent. But to the shocked surprise

of those atheistic leaders of a brutal revolution, after the thirty years of persecution, it was

the Maoist communists who had withered away, not the Christians, instead of

disappearing, they had quietly worshiped, and multiplied, and had begun to witness once

more to others. The survivors proclaimed their faith, and the hidden Christians spoke
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once more about Jesus Christ, and the Chinese church exploded with new growth.

When I left China in 1951 there were 3,000,000 Christians in China. Today

there are probably 10 times that number. At least 30 million, and some say 60 million

Christians.

In Korea where homes were destroyed and the church blown off the face

of the earth, believers come to communion, and go out to evangelize. In China, driven

underground, or forced outwardly to appear to conform, when the persecution stops they

come to communion and go out to witness.

But how about us American Christians? How do we remember Jesus

Christ? We do come to the table. He said "Come", and we came. But what then? He

said to his disciples, "Go", and they went. They went to the ends of the earth, to tell the

good news, and died in the telling.

And we? One God, One Family, One Lord? Haven’t we forgotten

something? One World! Come to the table, says the Lord. Then he says, "Go into all

the world and preach the gospel. From the table we go forgiven, refreshed, and

strengthened by the Holy Spirit for Christian mission to the world.

And what a needy world it is.

Most of the world’s people are sick and in pain. Healing is a Christian

mission. When Zaire received its independence in 1960 there was not a single doctor in

the whole country. And Jesus said, "Go, preach the kingdom of God and., heal the sick."

(Lk. 9:2).

Half of all the world’s people cannot read. Literacy and Bible translation are

a Christian mission. The mind learns through the eye more than through any other sense

transmission process. Jesus says, "Go therefore and make disciples of all nations...

teaching them.... (Matt. 28: 19, 20)

No one knows how many people are hungry. Five million, about one in

every five, in little North Korea alone, today. Feeding them is a Christian mission. Jesus

fed the multitudes.

More than half of all the world’s people suffer from injustice and oppression.

The never-ending struggle for justice is a Christian mission - "The Lord. .executes justice
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for the oppressed; [He] sets the prisoner free [and] lifts up those who are bowed down."

(Ps. 146).

The whole world today, they tell us, teeters on the brink of instant, total

physical destruction. The making of peace in a warring world is a Christian mission.

"Blessed are the peacemakers for they shall be called the children of God." (Matt. 5:9)

If all this is not enough mission for 21st century Christians-- the struggle

against hunger, sickness, ignorance, suffering, poverty, injustice and war-what more can

I say?

Well, there is one thing I must say. You can do all these things in mission-

and you should-but still fail in the Christian world mission. You can do all this, and leave

the deepest need of the human heart unmet. Two-thirds of all the world’s people, after

two thousand years, still have not heard that God loves them - that Jesus died on the

cross, and rose again that we might have life and have it more abundantly. They still do

not know the Lord and Saviour of the world.

Put very simply, the Christian world mission in the next century will be the

same as in this century: to break through any barrier that separates any part of the world

from Jesus Christ, to tell the good news about him in every possible way to anyone who

will listen. As Jesus used to say, "He that hath ears to hear, let him hear."

Samuel Hugh Moffett




